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How I Survived  
The Blitz 

 
5th September 1939 -  
I had one exciting and fun day today filled with parties, family reunions and a whole lot of food. 
I'm saying piles of sausage rolls, an all you can eat buffet and a little too many slices of the best 
cakes I have ever tasted. You are probably wondering why this was all happening and to put it 
simply… we were celebrating the great victory of our city's heroes against the vicious rule of that 
idiot Hitler. Like seriously, who did he think he was picking a fight against a country with the word 
“Great” in its name. Surely after seeing our enormous fleet of warships and master pilots the 
Germans would have realised that this is a fight best avoided. But why am I blabbering about that 
imbecile while I should be celebrating this epic triumph. You know what… I'm going to do that. 
 
 
 
7th September 1940 -  
ONE YEAR. I couldn't keep my mouth shut for one year. Just as I was getting settled into my 
relaxing and calm life that dictator from across the ocean has decided he's had enough. And you 
want to know what he did. He bombed my city. London city. As if he couldn't be any more of a 
sore loser that now he's decided to put innocent people ,with families and jobs, in the crossfire. 
This is why I wished I could get out there and sort his men out. But of course the idiocy of having 
a female fighting in the war is too much. Let alone letting a girl like me fight. I know I should 
probably be frightened of what's to come because this was clearly just the beginning of what's to 
come but the thought of a guilty man with thousands of peoples blood on his hands just eats away 
at my thoughts. 
I might as well explain what happened. So I’ve woken up just as I would on any normal day. Got 
changed into some summer clothes, brushed my teeth, fixed myself up and had a very boring 
porridge breakfast. Mum wanted me to spend some time out and about and find something to do 
during the weekend so I decided to take a walk down the street. Then ,out of nowhere, this 
earsplitting siren echoed through the streets. There's no good way of explaining it unless you can 
somehow imagine a very high pitched whistle and trombone hybrid, x100. Immediately I 
understood it as the air raid siren and dashed back down the street towards my bunker. The 
problem with the bunker though was that it was locked at the back of my garden and my mum 
was the only one with the key. When I reached the bunker of course it was locked so I sprinted 
inside to find my parents and they were already packed with any food or belongings we may need 
in the shelter. I chucked all of the food and necessities into the pit while my parents looked for the 
key and then we all clambered into the bunker and sealed the door shut. 
 
 
8th September 1940 -  
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Back to the present time. My dads sorting out the radio so we can listen in for when the coast is 
clear and me and my mum are just laying around talking about whatever silly thing we can find 
in the room. The rumbling and crashing from above didn't settle our nerves though as we all knew 
that when we left this bunker there would be nothing left. I started to feel quite guilty about the 
fact that I wasn't scared because it was clear to all that my mum was stressing out and my dad was 
becoming impatient. To be honest, the only feelings I have at the moment are anger and worry 
because I know that all my childhood memories will have vanished. I just wish this war would end 
soon because I'm getting fed up with all this bickering between the two countries. Innocent people 
are being harmed while men fighting for their country are dying leaving families fatherless. 
Luckily for me my dad was ill at the time that they had issued soldiers out to fight in the 
battlegrounds so he was able to stick with us and help the community out with the jobs. Although 
I am constantly replaying the same image in my head of my dad out there in the war, with an 
almost improbable chance of coming home. What if he had been sent to the war. It still gives me 
shivers when I know it never happened.  
 
10th September 1940 -  
The call finally came in and we could have a brief break from the bunker as long as there were no 
looming attacks from the luftwaffe. As we emerged from the bunker we weren't surprised by the 
sight that greeted us. Where our house and all its belongings had once stood was now a 
smouldering pile of rubble, bricks and crushed dreams. It was an apocalyptic world for as far as I 
could see. You would have to be lucky to be even able to see a single shed in the towering mess. 
That chaotic bombing has not only destroyed my families home but buried any future memories 
that may have existed without it. I felt incredibly sorry for all of the families that either lost their 
homes or couldn't make it to the bunker in time. Tonight my parents thought it would be best to 
spend the night in the bunker rather than setting up some kind of tent just in case there's another 
strike. Im am very confused though because as I was removing some rubble from the entrance 
from the shelter door, I overheard my parents whispering to each other about the countryside and 
a train ride. I couldn't hear it fully but I could pick out a couple of words like my dad said “supply 
train” while my mum said something along the lines of “countryside and a new family”. We can't 
seriously be running away and ditching our family home. Are we? 
 
1st September 1941 -  
I hate this new family with a passion. They made me leave my diary alone for a whole year to 
“settle down” after the bombings. Like who thinks that getting rid of the only thing that keeps me 
sane would be a good idea. Plus my parents can't say much as they decided I can't look after myself 
and sent me out to the countryside. Now I'm living with some random ancient couple that's idea 
of fun is a long walk. All I can think about is what's happening back home and if I will ever see my 
family again. What if they're not here anymore. For all I know they could be dead at the bottom 
of more bricks. I guess it's for the best though as I'm safe and maybe when I'm older I'll look for 
them.  

End 


